BARBARIAN STORIES

the castle to live in with his wife. There was a fine
hall there, and bowers, and a built-up terrace along
the river with thickets of sunflowers growing on it,
some in flower and some in seed. He might bring
four of the Varangs with him, but the rest should stay
in their own place. He went back very gloomily with
Ingolf and told him what had happened. 'I am not
frightened of wolves or battles or drowning/ said
Sveneld, 'and the Gods know I have never been afraid
of a woman yet! But I am afraid of something now,
and I wish I could see what like of thing it was. And
I wish I knew what made the Prince do this.'

Said old Ingolf, unbuckling his sword-belt and
pulling off his boots, 'I know.7 And he grunted a
little with stooping, though he was still as good a man
as ever in the war play. He said: 'The Prince is guard-
ing his apples: not one for you! Volodara is a witch -
oh, I am touching steel, she will not hear me! I have
known of women like that in the North, so why not
here too? They can draw men and cast them away;
they can take the milk from the mothers and the sap
from the trees; some of them can walk through fire
and some will not drown. If they are good witches
they can make the sky rain cakes and raspberries, but
I have only heard of one good witch and she was killed
by a thunder-bolt five and twenty years ago. She
cured my aunt of warts. But bad witches (who are no
worse, after all, than any other women, but only have
the power as well as the will), bad witches will know if
their man goes to another woman's bed and they will
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